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To Frances





ONE



‘REDHILL. This is Redhill. The train now at platform three is for . . .’


A boy stepped down from the train and stood on the platform, dazzled by the shimmering car park, the gilded hands of the dead asylum clock, the Surrey Mirror building, a glittering cube of golden glass in the early morning sun that illumined the town below him, made a halo of his hair and pearlised the prison pallor of his face. He noted a sign that warned ‘REDHILL EXHAUSTS AND TYRES’ as he made his way to the station forecourt where a semi-circle of mini-cabs dozed like basking sharks.


Not far away, Pearl Slattery wound a last violet skein of icing sugar. The air was drenched with roses and vanilla; her night’s work was done; the day shift was clattering into the sweet factory. Pearl hung up her white coat and cap. Aves atque vales flew about like parakeets as she hurried into the street with her heavy handbag. A few coloured nonpareils spangled her hair. She arrived at her broken gate as a car pulled away leaving a pale youth on the pavement. She thought that the driver blew him a kiss, but of course this could not have been.


‘Mrs Slattery?’


‘Yes.’


‘My name’s Luke Ribbons. I believe your husband wrote to you about me . . .’


‘Oh yes. You’d better come in.’


He followed her into the front garden. Big indiscreet roses flung themselves after them and fell back in an expense of petals and dew. They passed between two stone pineapples, climbed three shallow mossy steps and entered a dim hall. Mrs Slattery was speaking to him but her words were sucked into the buzz of a hoover elsewhere in the house. Luke’s head struck a plastic chandelier, throwing a necklace of cheap rainbows over the ceiling. The hoover was drowned by music from a radio as they came into the kitchen.


As Luke lounged awkwardly against the wall he saw a little girl, in T-shirt and pants, half sitting, half kneeling on a stool at the table, reading; a spoon loaded with Rice Krispies poised in the air, dripping a stream of sugary milk on to her comic. Mrs Slattery upturned her handbag and a heap of sweets and chocolates, pink and green and silver, violets and roses, golden hearts and bloomy squares of Turkish delight poured on to the table.


‘Oh, hello Mum, are you home?’


The child dropped her spoon with a soggy splash into the bowl and resumed reading, while her fingers, like a skilful crab searching among pebbles, clawed around for a choice chocolate.


‘This is my youngest, Tiffany.’ She kissed the top of the child’s spiky head.


‘Tiffany, say hello to Mr Ribbons. He’s a friend of your father’s.’


‘Ribbons!’ Tiffany choked and giggled, displaying chocolate teeth which her mouth had not yet grown to fit. ‘Ribbons!’ She sprayed milk over the table.


Luke was thinking that her name was much sillier than his; a silly taffeta or reproduction lampshade of a name.


‘Don’t be so rude, Tiffany. People can’t help their names. I almost said “your late father” then, funny isn’t it?’ Mrs Slattery added in an aside to Luke. She pulled back a chair and slumped into it. Her legs were bare; she eased off the heel of one shoe with the toe of the other; they were of emerald satin with square diamanté buckles clinging riskily to loose black stitches. She wriggled her toes.


‘How is the old buzzard, then? Jack, I mean.’


She pulled a wine bottle from the cluttered table and put it to her mouth.


‘Yuk.’ She wiped away a bitter dreg.


‘He’s . . .’


‘Fancy some breakfast? A bit of fried bread?’


Upstairs, Cherry Slattery was preparing a room for the new lodger. She bashed the vacuum cleaner under the bed, hitting a pile of old shoes. If she was a cherry, it was the Napoleon variety; under her tousled yellow curls a flush mantled her fair skin and a curse flew from her red lips as the hoover, from humour or spite, seized her exiguous nightdress in its plastic trunk and twisted it into a tight knot. She wrenched free, kicked off the switch and yanked out the plug.


She burst into the kitchen.


‘I don’t see why it always has to be me that – oh!’


She stood panting in her short nightdress, grey cotton sprinkled with greyer flowers, glaring at Luke Ribbons eating fried bread. He stood up greasily.


‘Well, I hope you find your room to your satisfaction!’


‘I hope I haven’t put you to any inconvenience . . .’


‘Oh, no, I just love – And those are my knickers! Get them off!’


She lunged at her sister, who fled, to the sound of screams off-stage.


Luke sat down again. He looked inquiringly at Mrs Slattery.


‘My other daughter, Cherry.’


Her fried breakfast had sent her into a torpor. She wondered if her arm looked older than it had yesterday, and dismissed it as a trick of the light. She took a small round mirror from her bag and sighed.


‘I don’t really look like this,’ she explained, ‘I’m much thinner, really. Trouble is, I’ve put on a bit of weight so it makes me look fatter than I am.’


‘I see.’


‘You look as if you could do with a bit of fattening up,’ she added, a touch jealously. ‘Didn’t they feed you in that place?’


‘Oh yes. It was mostly stodge though. You should see old Jack . . .’


He stopped, embarrassed that his words might be taken as an accusation. She had not been to visit her husband at all during his latest sentence for petty crime. Cherry re-entered, trim as a geometry set in her navy blue school uniform, followed by Tiffany in a cobbled mini-skirt.


‘Is Sean up yet?’ asked their mother.


‘He went out early.’


‘That’s not like him. Tiffany, take your jacket, it’s going to rain later.’


‘No it isn’t.’


‘He had to go and see about that YTS scheme.’


‘Don’t argue. Take your jacket.’


‘I can’t.’


‘Of course you can. Don’t be so stupid.’


‘Oh, come on, Tiffany. We’ll be late!’


Cherry dragged a jacket from a heap of clothes and flung it at her sister. It fell to the floor.


‘I can’t wear a skin’ead jacket with a post-punk skirt, can I?’ shouted Tiffany as she ran from the room. Their mother lifted a hand in a dispirited wave as they passed the window. The faded head of a dried flower fell from a vase on the mantelpiece; an immortelle belied its name.


‘Well, I suppose I’d better get this place cleared up . . .’


She built a higgledy-piggledy pile of plates and knives and forks and dumped it in the sink and, satisfied, or defeated, sat down and lit a cigarette.


‘Want one?’


She threw the pack at him, and a slick lighter like a lipstick.


‘Mrs Slattery . . .’


‘You may as well call me Pearl.’


‘Thank you. Are you sure it’s all right, you putting me up, I mean. It’s very kind of you . . . I’ll start looking for a job right away. I can’t . . .’


He broke off as a youth of about his own age was supported in by two others.


‘Sean!’


‘He collapsed outside the Job Centre again.’


Dismissed by a glare, the bearers melted away.


Sean sank on to a stool. His fair hair was tinged with pink, so that his head, bowed between his hands, was a daisy with pink-tipped petals.


‘Mum,’ he croaked, ‘do us a bit of fried bread.’


A huge yawn swelled Luke’s face; he could not hide it.


‘Shall I show you your room? You could rest up for a bit.’


He nodded.


As they went out Sean looked at him. Luke saw the question he had dreaded issuing from his mouth.


‘What was you done for?’


‘Sub-post office,’ he muttered, manufacturing another yawn and exiting under its impetus.


When Pearl left him he lay down on the bed in a heavy scent pouring through the open window and a few moments later music from Sean’s stereo pounded him to sleep.


The gun was small, the ammunition damp, and yet . . .


It was hardly the crime of the century, nor yet the crime of the week, even in the suburban sub-zero street where the tiny sub-post office in which it was perpetrated was sited. It had been knocked off the front page of the local paper by an accident involving three coach loads of pensioners on their way to a matinée of Puss in Boots at the Ashcroft Theatre. The coincidence of this disaster and the fact that his victims were also in the twilight of their lives went hard with Luke.


If his father had not sent him to buy stamps that day, if he had instead roused himself from the fug of his study where he sat like a frazzled marshmallow toasting and mottling his legs through his frowsty cassock by the gas fire; if his mother had not called after him an urgent plea for navy blue darning wool from the couch where she lay watching a re-run of ‘Belle and Sebastien’ on the television, for it was the Christmas holidays; Luke would not have found himself on the frosty road to ruin that Thursday morning.


He was in a bitter mood, he had had other plans, as he walked up the hill. A sudden sluice of soapy water foamed over his feet, soaking his shoes. An old woman washing her steps had emptied her bucket. Why were old people always doing such dumb things? He caught sight of another, in a nylon overall and a hat, wiping her clothesline with a J-cloth, and an old man rubbing at his brass letter box with a piece of dirty wadding. Luke shuddered; he had sometimes been made to clean the church candlesticks with the self same stuff and hated the way it made his hands all black and dry and the way the brass curlicues deliberately bruised his fingers as he rubbed. Behind him, he heard the old man spit. What was the point of having a gleaming letter box when you voided your rheum upon the garden path? He almost tripped over a stiff-legged dog in a plastic coat starred with sleet picking its way on cold clicking pink claws towards the post office.


‘Just off to get your pension, are you?’ Luke inquired.


The dog rolled a moist eye and nudged open the shop door just as Luke reached for the handle, so that he lunged through the door into the back of the last person in the queue, almost setting it falling like a line of dominoes.


The post office had once been a grocer’s, and a redundant bacon-slicer, huge and red and silver, seeming to threaten the wintry rumps of the customers stood by the wooden counter that still ran the length of the shop, up to the grille at the far end. Serrated orange and yellow garlands shivered in the haze of warm air from the paraffin heater above shelves stacked with packets of little toys, cardboard jigsaw puzzles, friable cars, kits for making necklaces and bracelets, dollies’ vanity sets, that hinted of Christmas mornings strewn with broken plastic and tears, jammed up among the jampot covers, paper cake cases, biros, rubber bands, rubbers and ruled writing paper. Luke glared at a thriving poinsettia whose garish bracts were reproduced on a million Christmas cards. He shifted his weight from one foot to the other on the puddled floor and, like a blow to the chest, realised that there were in fact two queues, one for the post office, and one for other purchases, and that he was in the wrong one. There was nothing to be done, he was firmly wedged. The queues shuffled along, a two-headed monster studded with protuberances of sticks and umbrellas heaving its scales painfully through the mud. A wicker basket on wheels pressed into his calves as he moved to let pass a mother with a baby in a sling, whose doleful grizzling, although painful to the ear, was entirely understandable. Luke felt like joining in. As he drew nearer to the grille he realised why progress was so slow.


‘– And I’ve brought Mrs Smith’s book too. She’s a bit poorly today, poor old leg’s playing her up.’


‘This weather doesn’t help.’


‘I’ll say. And two telephone stamps if you please, and one, no, better make that two, television stamps and eleven thirteen and a halves. Do you mind having one of these nasty little coins?’


‘It’s all money!’


‘Ha ha ha. Thank you very much. Have a happy Christmas.’


‘And the same to you. Good morning, Mr Johnson, and how’s Mr Johnson this morning?’


‘Oh, not so bad, mustn’t grumble.’


‘That’s the spirit.’ The postmistress dropped her voice. ‘And how’s Mrs Johnson? Any improvement?’


A shake of the head.


‘Fifty-five, sixty, sixty-five, seventy and five makes seventy-five. Don’t spend it all at once.’


‘Thank you kindly, madam. The compliments of the season to you.’


‘And to you. Remember me to Mrs J, if she, you know . . .’


As the old man stumped past brushing the wing of a huge tweed overcoat against him Luke was amazed at the huge wads of notes that were being clawed into mothy wallets and handbags.


‘Forty-one, forty-two –’


‘Can’t look after herself properly, and of course it makes more work for me, not that I mind –’


‘Of course it does, and twenty makes a pound . . .’


‘And I’m under the doctor myself. Take it easy, he says, I wish I could, Doctor, I said . . .’


‘You know you can have two weeks’ today . . .’


‘I’d only spend it –’


‘. . . And nineteen second-class stamps . . .’


‘. . . I’ve brought Mr Peale’s book – only I expect he’s forgotten to sign it . . .’


‘. . . Merry Christmas . . .’


‘. . . Spread to the other lung . . .’


‘. . . Ninety-nine, one hundred . . .’


‘. . . And these three for Rhodesia, if you please . . .’


Now Luke was close enough to see the sub postmistress who was so tiny that she must have placed her chair on several telephone directories in order to see over the counter, rolling her eyes ceilingwards as if to indicate that she had a houseful of bedridden up there if she only cared to mention it. Of course few chose to take two weeks’ allowance today, being eager not to pass up the chance of another sojourn in this ante-chamber of Death.


All that money. There must be thousands of pounds behind the counter.


It seemed that the customers were vying with each other in their seasonal wishes to the subpostmistress; some of their efforts were worthy of the cards that Luke was now studying, but there would be no mice in Santa Claus caps hiccuping cutely beside brandy glasses ballooning like their plum-pudding-stuffed stomachs, no be-muffed and bonneted ladies and top-hatted gents carolling round a lantern in the snow, no winking owl hanging its stocking from a branch in any of their gardens. In a week or two they would all be back inquiring of each other if they had had a nice Christmas.


‘Very nice, thank you,’ they would reply, and then add, ‘Quiet . . .’


‘What a tragic farce,’ Luke thought, thrusting his hands deep in boredom and despair into the pockets of his Oxfam overcoat. He remembered that he was in the wrong queue.


‘May you have a happy and blessed Christmas,’ a woman was saying as she gathered up her muddle of Giros and stamps and pension books. Luke picked from the shelf a gun. He took a little green cardboard box of caps. He rolled the caps into the gun and fastened the safety catch.


‘. . . And a happy New Year.’


Luke leaped on to the chair which had just been vacated, waved the gun and shouted.


‘This is a stick-up! Everybody lie on the floor!’


The complete silence was broken by a babbling, a terrified dribble of words from an old lady’s lips.


‘I said, everybody lie on the floor. You’ – he jabbed the gun towards the subpostmistress – ‘hand over the money.’ He fired into the air, the cap failed to explode. Then an ancient grabbed the back of the chair and shook it; Luke wobbled for a moment and fell; an oldie had him in an arm lock, an umbrella was jabbed into his stomach, that damned dog was at his throat, the subpostmistress worrying at his knees and someone jammed a shopping basket over his head. A balloon belched discreetly.


Through the shameful wicker he saw a policewoman’s black legs and heard her radio for assistance. Someone kicked him as he was led out through a tunnel of boos and hisses and he had to sit in the police car with the basket on his head.


‘It was only a joke. Just a joke,’ he kept repeating after he had been charged and a constable had filed through the handle of the basket.


‘I hope you find that funny then,’ said the policewoman as she struck him across the face.


‘I felt sorry for them,’ he tried to explain to his mother, rattling the locked bathroom door. From the kitchen came the dread familiar rasp of the top of a bottle of whisky.


Now Baskethead, the scourge of the sub-post office, slept uneasily through the day in Cherry Slattery’s bed. From time to time he woke for a few seconds and then let himself sink back into the unaccustomed softness of the sheets. The sere fibres of the clean but grey pillowcase parted under his head and in his restlessness he stuck his face into the gap. He dreamed that someone was twisting a wet towel round his neck. He woke in a sweat to find that someone had placed a cup of tea beside the bed. Although the tea was cold and the cup cracked, this sweet act of domesticity comforted him so that he fell at once into a peaceful sleep.





TWO



THE Reverend Ichabod Ribbons was in his dank study, nodding over a copy of Old Pybus. The mingled breaths of the mildewed leather volumes that lined his walls and of half a dozen pipes on the rack on his desk and of the small briar between his teeth gave the room a heavy air, which was not lightened by the fingers of an old yew tree beckoning at the window, as if to lure him into the graveyard. His stomach spoke of too many years of rhubarb crumble and custard; ash fell from his pipe on to his yellow pullover, so pitted with tiny burns and black specks that it might have been a ravelled overdone omelette. From time to time a page broke off in his hand.


A cloud of bubbles passed his window unnoticed, as he nodded, sucked and chewed, but the iridescent cluster floated over a dark corner of the churchyard as the curate trickled a handful of earth and stones on to a coffin, and brought comfort to the little group of mourners, who mistook it for a sign.


Ichabod Ribbons rubbed irritably at his ear; the voice of old Boxall the gravedigger singing under his window made it impossible for him to concentrate. He let fall his book and wandered outside, almost tripping over a young girl crouched by a tombstone. She seized his hand; her tears dripped on to his fingers. He pulled them away and wiped them on his jacket. ‘I expect you’re looking for Richard Ruggles,’ he said, looking round desperately for his curate, but the young fool was gossiping with some people at the lychgate.


‘Oh Vicar, I – I’ve lost my – my . . . I’ve lost my . . .’


‘Have you tried the Parish Office?’ he interrupted testily. ‘They’ve got all sorts of lost property there – gloves, umbrellas . . .’


She dashed into the shrubbery with a sob. What a big girl to be making such a fuss about losing something.


Old Boxall’s dirge grew nearer and the Vicar pulled a breviary from his pocket and, under its cover, fell to examining a bead of amber resin sparkling in the fissure of a tree trunk as Boxall passed with a wheelbarrow of weeds. Two thoughts struggled weakly in his brain: that possibly neither of the things which a distraught girl might have lost could be found in the Parish Office, and that the drop of resin looked like golden syrup. He wondered if there was any hope of gypsy tart for pudding and set off for the kitchen in search of Sister Mildred, self-designated Deaconess, and housekeeper.


The plumbing groaned and sweated great rusty drops in its efforts to pump yet more hot water up to the bathroom of St Elmo’s Vicarage. The bath braced its iron legs and splayed its lion’s feet as a fresh cascade gushed on to the airy pyramid of bubbles, and the less insubstantial form of Mrs Ribbons. A little teapot stood on the bath’s edge; a grapefruit rind, an eggshell in a rosy eggcup rimmed with gold, and an empty coffee cup lolled on a tray on the floor beside a soggy copy of the morning’s Times.


After a life of disappointments, the latest being the downfall of her only son, Luke, she had taken to her bath; choosing an ambience of water and steam, where the only peril was the failure of the boiler. Now, while threading the chain of little silver balls round the toes of one deft foot and pulling up the plug enough to release a gallon or two of cooling water and bubbles, and turning the hot tap with the others, she poured herself a cup of tea and lay back with closed eyes, pillowed on porcelain, to drink it and think about nothing at all. From far below, she caught the strain of Boxall’s dirge:


‘My hide I’ll to the huntsman give,
My shoes I’ll throw away . . .’


and kicked the hot tap harder to drown it.


When the Young Wives’ Club, the Mothers’ Union, the Altar Flowers Rota had all vanished down the plughole, Sister Mildred had told inquirers that Mrs Ribbons was suffering from a nervous complaint and must have complete rest. A caller at the Vicarage, passing the kitchen window and catching sight of the bloody forearms of the Deaconess cranking away at the old iron mincer, might have fancied that she had disposed of the Vicaress; but in fact theirs was a symbiotic relationship; Sister Mildred regarded climbing the stairs with trays of light refreshments and bath essences a small price to pay for the control of the Vicarage and its incumbent, and so, several times a day, her voice could be heard across the tombstones urging Boxall to come and stoke the boiler. The Vicar, once he had accustomed himself to using the small cloakroom in the lobby, had secret cause to be grateful for the transfer of power; Sister Mildred’s cooking was infinitely superior to that of his wife, whom he had long suspected of incorporating the crumbling masonry of the church in her pastry.


When the Vicar came into the kitchen, the Deaconess was not there. He poured himself a cup of cooking sherry and broke off a lump of yellow cheese.


‘They are not long, the days of port and Stilton,’ he murmured as he nibbled. Then he caught sight of a letter on the table and opened it.


Dear Vicar,


I am not a religious man, but I do draw the line at the representation of the Holy Ghost by the inside of a toilet roll . . .


‘Damn you, Ruggles!’ he said, throwing it in the bin.





THREE



WHEN Luke stepped out on to the little balcony that opened off his new room, and overlooked Redhill’s red-light district, the scent of the white trumpet-shaped blossom, whose fleshy stems and heart-shaped leaves threatened the frail stonework, was turning dusty day into fragrant evening. Two policewomen strolled hand in hand in the street below. One reached up tenderly to scoop a caterpillar or blossom from her companion’s cap. Now spicy smells were mingling with blossom and Luke at once became very hungry. He had slept all day. Somewhat nervously, he sought the Slatterys’ bathroom, pushing doors with a diffident finger until he found the right one. He peeked in the bathroom cabinet, and examined the writhing heap of clothes on the floor of the airing cupboard.


Showered, shimmering in a clean shirt, he entered the kitchen with his empty cup to confront the Slatterys. A greeting died on his lips. The room was empty. Then Tiffany, in pink and white frills, skated past him on white boots with pink wheels. ‘Hi,’ she said, snatching a majorette’s baton from the table, ‘bye,’ and was gone. Silence drifted like pollen when a butterfly has left a flower. For a moment he almost wished himself back in the dining-room of Stillwood Hall, then before loneliness rushed like sea into a cave or the sound of the sea in a shell he went out through the unfamiliar hall, setting the chandelier clashing its dusty lustres with his hand, leaving a prismatic jangle behind him in the empty house.


A broken cone and a smear of ice-cream on the pavement gave it for a moment the air of a promenade when the visitors have left the beach and the colonnaded houses that lined the street enhanced the marine aspect; indeed the house next to the Slatterys’ bore a ‘Bed and Breakfast’ sign and an old mattress and a heap of eggshells and tealeaves in the front garden gave credence to its claim. To the north of him was London, where no doubt people were passing the cocktail hour in dalliance and adventure and crimes passionnels, and to the south Brighton’s palaces of pleasure glittered beside the sea. Perhaps it was the other way round; his geography had never been good, he reflected, as he set out to find what fun this town in the middle of nowhere had to offer. As he walked he perceived that Redhill was in essence a car park, or a series of car parks strung together with links of smouldering rubble and ragwort, bud-dleia and willowherb. An empty supermarket trolley skated dreamily across the asphalt towards him. He dodged it and walked on, led by hunger to a chip shop near the station. Boys and girls in gangs and twos and threes wandered past as he stood on the pavement eating his chips; he was the only one alone. He half hoped to see Cherry Slattery but knew that she would not deign to acknowledge him. The girls and boys, species Casual or Whammer, were streaming towards a bleak building, a converted cinema, uncharacteristically unlovely, of the thirties, with the name ‘Busby’s’ flashing in neon in a border of lightbulbs projecting from its black-painted and cream-tiled facade, where a bouncer in evening dress waited, arms folded, at the top of the steps to welcome or repel.


A departing diesel train hooted and left hanging in the air a floweret of smoke and a feeling of such desolation, as it plunged towards Reigate, Betchworth, Deepdene and the green interior, that Luke turned at once towards a pub that he had half noticed and headed for its unwelcoming door. As he passed a flower shop he saw a forgotten bunch of clove carnations wilting in a conical green tin vase and lifted them out and wrapped them in his chip paper which he still held in a greasy ball in his hand. He saw at once that he had chosen the most unfashionable pub in Redhill. At first he thought that it was empty, then he saw, at the far end of the bar, what appeared to be a solitary lascar slumped over a schooner of sherry, his white coat splashed with the sauces of some restaurant kitchen, mirrored almost to infinity in gloomy glass, so that behind him massed sufficient lascars to staff the galleys of a whole fleet of Conradian vessels ploughing through the China Sea. Luke’s nod to him was scorned. A small Siamese cat who walked along the bar was more friendly: Cio-Cio-San, Luke read on the disc on his collar, and the Surrey Puma on the obverse. The landlord, who was now hulking unenthusiastically towards Luke, had once sung Suzuki in a Church Lads production; now the obi he had worn would scarcely make a tie for his neck. He pushed a sloppy glass of beer towards Luke. The lascar put ‘When a Child Is Born’ by Johnny Mathis on the jukebox. Luke sipped his warm flat beer, staring at the gravy-coloured walls, the carpet simmering like stew at his feet, tables floating like greasy dumplings, and was almost tempted to darken the forbidden door of St Elmo’s Vicarage. His mother: hadn’t she sometimes been kind to him? Although his letter to her from Stillwood Hall HM Borstal telling her of his impending release had been returned in a soggy state which suggested that she had either wept long and bitterly over it or dropped it in the bath. He decided to spend the last of his money on another beer. When he sat down with it at a little glass-topped table he realised that the first one had gone to his head. He thought that he should be planning his future but he couldn’t see that he had one and then he fell to studying a foursome that had come in undetected and were obviously discussing, in subdued tones, their chances in the Final of the Ugliest Person in the World Contest. His money would have been on the one with the beard which broke in half-hearted orange burrs from the insides of his ears, gained confidence as it rolled down his purple cheeks, merged with twin rivulets from his nose, circled his moist red lips, and fell in full triumphant flood on to the breast of his white T-shirt, but it was a close-run thing. Eventually Luke went into the Gents. He was washing his hands when the bearded man came in. Luke stood staring at him.
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